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no scathe to the reputation of his institution,
Continual endeavour in this ambition had brought
great success in the spiritual life of the ascetic,
and the satisfaction and peace that come of it.
Today the ascetic was enjoying this fruit of his
well-disciplined and blameless life, and placing
his peaceful self in communion with the peaceful
evening, and deriving from it the indescribable
joy of harmony which no heart can know which
is not so pure.
A disciple came out of the mutt and said:
" Sir, I have corrected all the copies."
The ascetic said, uThat is good, thank you."
This brought the ascetic's mind from dwel-
ling on the peace of the evening-and enjoying
communion with it to a thought that had troubled
him earlier that day. It was not usual for the
ascetic to have to examine the correctness of
anything which he did in daily life. All that he
did was so definitely prescribed that he in a sense
did nothing himself. He was the instrument of
a practice which had been handed down for
centuries. But today something unusual had
occurred. The ascetic had as usual performed
the worship of the presiding Goddess of the mutt,
and taken the usual light meal and given lessons